INAMORA TOs MISOGAMOS: 
'A Love-Son 


Dong. 


S of.en as I hear the Tone 
. Of. Philliaz and Choridown, 


Contemplating thoſe choice Delights 


That attend Hymer's Profelytes ; 


The jolly-Mirth, and dainty Ghear, 


They make with-Honey, Duck, and Dear : 
Tre pretty-Prxe's, and bonny Beſſe's, 
Their Courting; Kiſſing and Careſles : 

. The pleaſant noiſe, and chearly ſound, 
When Muſick ſtrikes, and Cups go round: 
| Methinks I'me bleſt-with ſome rich Spouſe, 
My Head is crewn'd with Myrtle Bonghs. 
I rowl myſelf in Wealth and Peace, 
My Sorrows fade, my Joys increaſe 

My Love's as fruitful as the Spring, 

- My Houſe is fir to treat a King. 

- Ah wretch, ſay], thou haſt done wrong” 
:Tolive a Batchelour ſo long: 

All my-peace to this is ſtrife, 

No comfort like a Married Life. 


The Mick. 


And:when I hear the filthy Jars 

*Twix: Fohw and Foan, thoſe Curtain Wars 
Conl(idering well the deſtiny 

: Of ſuch as Prieſts ar Han ties 

:The Tattoo of. the Bed and Cradle, 


=. hs walking of the Tongue and Ladle ; 


-The dirty Doll's, and jumping Fagg's, 
"Their hunches, nips, and Corniſh Huggs : 
The drery noiſe and Rurhjoll. cry, 
"When Pors are broke, and Trenchers flyez 
' Methinks I'me yoak'd to ſome foul Sib, 
My Coſtard ſhatter'd with my Rib. 
:I feel the want of Land and Goods, 
My hairs are gray, my Antler buds. 
. My cares increaſe, my Wife's with Child, 
My Houle is ſmoaky, and wntil'd. 
Bleft man, I ſay, who curbs deſire, 

And keeps his fingers out o'ch' fire: 

All my Gaul to this is Honey, 

. No Martyrdont like Matrimony. 


Dong. 


'Fool-though T am, I knew the time, 
When I could gloſs my Love in Richme, 
And pourtray by the Heraglds Rules, 

In field of Argent Roſes Gules. 

For whileom 1 have ſeen a Maid, 

In whom ſuch Beauties were diſplay'd ; 

A Bluſti right Orient, and below, 

Fair 8s the Field where Lillies grow : 

; She breath'd like Zepiras when he creeps | 
O're beds of Violets, or ſweeps 

Spices on heaps ; one might divine 

My mind by th' language of mine eyne : 


My head was filPd with am'rous Fancies x | 
Icourted her with ſighs and glancess © * © * 
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Putrthe more chaſte then driven Snow: 


v - To all my Motions anſwer'd, No- 


If Females all were (ſuch, I'le [wear, 
He who enjoys for one-poor year, 
So ſweer, ſo bright a Thing as She, 
May count his Life a Jubilee. 


The Magke 


But I defcribe in black and blue, 
Which men of #1azox never knew ; 
And in deſpite of Zewx# Art, 

Can draw a Wrinkle, or a Watts 


' For lately I beheld a Girl, - 


With Teeth of Amber, Eyes of Pearl 

A Neck pure Cheſnut, and hard by, 

Hung Breaſt of right wefiphalis Dies 

She belct'c like Boreas, when he ruſhes 

Through a Scorch Ord'nary, or bruſhes 

Old Paddle-Dock : You might ſuppoſe 

My mind, by ſtopping of my Nole. _ 

Strange Qualms d i& on my Stomack ride, 

That I was forc'd to turn aſide: 

But the more common then th' high-way, 

Ask who would, ne're would ſay him naye. 
If Women all were ſuch, God wot, 


| *The man that beds with ſuch a Sluts 


Ha's got enough athome to make on, 
Let Duxmow people keep their Bacon. 


Song. 
I muſt confeſs, upon a day, Z 
When all my thoughts were Weſtward ha, 
Near Hampton-Court 1 ſaw a Face, , 
The Throne of Modeſty and Grace 


In whoſe each motion might be ſeen 
Hadaſſe and the Southern Queen : 


" Her Smiles were argument to prove 


The Phenix, and the God of Love, 

From theſe the Pencil learnt thoſe Draughts 

Of Tian's Beams, and Cupid's Shafts = 
Blefs me, ſaid I; fince I muſt die, 

My Heart a Sacrifice (hall lie, 


Burnt with the Luſtre of her Eye. 


The Mock, 


And 1 being lately Eaftward bound, 
To take a merry Countrey Round, 
There I beheld a Thing call'd Woman, 
Save him that haih her, Match for no man! 
In whoſe Behaviour you may (ſpell, 
What Fob's Wife was, and Fezabel. | 
Her Looks made good the doubtful ſtory -. 
Of Acharbn and-Purgatory. 
From theſe the Painter had advice 
Tolimn the Toad and Cockatrice. 

This made me cry, ſince Friends muſt part, 
E're ghis vile wretch ſhall have my heart, 
I'te ſuffer, Drive away the Carr. 
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